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the Apache Country began appearing serially in Harpers each month
beginning;in OCJ:ober 186+ and was later published in book fonn in at·
least three editions, in 1868, '69 and '74- This book, now rare, is wellknown to students of the 'early Southwest, and considered 1:Jy many
to be one 'of tJ;1~ best available sources on this 'period of Arizona
'i
history. "
The following' 'materials? except as otherwise noted, are extracted
from J. Ross,B~Qc~~!lle's~dventures in the Apache Country, and from
his letters to his wife, Lu~y Browne.

J. ROSS BROWNE
THE APACHE COUNTR¥

I have almost forgotten through wh,at uncolJlfortable parts of the
world the'obliging reader and myself p~rfonned our last exploit in the
way of a pleasure trip. . . . I have now to offer new program of exploration and adventure, very different inde~d from our last, but'
possessing peculiar channs in the absence 'of accommodation for'
travelers, and extraordinary advantages in the way of burning deserts,
dried nvers, rattlesnakes, scorpions, Greasers; and Apaches; besides
'
unlimited fascinations in the line of robbery, starvation, ,and the
,
-, .
chances' of sudden death by accident.
. '. . Years ago the romance of Spat:Iish history was the great I'assion
of my life. The grand old viceroys of Mexico,. from the days of Cortez
downward, were such: a splendid set of ~araudets-so fired with q
chivalry, lust, and fana;ticism; so wildly visionary to conceive, and so
daring to execute-that, upon.:a general review of their exploits, which
, so long furnished food for my imagination, it is a matter of the most
profound astonishment to ,my~elf that I have never turned my attentio~ to piracy or highway robbery. No sh~onger proof of innate rectitude could possibly exist . . '.
Nothing in the pages of"romance can equal the marvelous stories
that were told of the mineral wealth of Arizuma. Born out by facts
sufficiently wonderful to dazzle the imagination, it i~ not surprising
that the credulity of men was st~etched to its' utmost limit.
. . . But who could resi~t such proofs as were presented in the fonn
of solid masses of virgin'silver actually dug out of the earth?· Only conceive the sensations of a poor wretch who stumbles over such a lump
of silver as that upon which Don Diego Asmendi paid duties to the
Nearly three thousand pounds ofvirgi~
Spanish Gove~nment!

a

J
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silver, the heaviest m~ss ever found in the world! Oh, lovely virgin!
Effulgent, fascinating, glittering virgin! Who would not worship stIth
a virgin as that? Who would not join me in a visit to the joyous land
}
of Arizuma where such precious virgins exist? -

*

*

*

~

Although it was my intention to visit Arizona some time or
other, as it is to visit every part of the habitable globe, I had no more
idea on Saturday morning, December 5, 1863, of starting on such an
the same day, than I had of going
important expedition at 4 P.M.
on a prospecting tour through the Mountains of the Moon. . . . At
all events it so chanced in my peregrinations about San Francisco that
I fell in with myoId friend, Charles D. Poston, the Arizona Pioneer,
who had just arrived from the east by the overland route through
Sait Lake. He was now superintendent of Indian Affairs for the new
Territory; h~ld various commissions as, director of mining companies;
was full of the romance and fascinations of Arizona. . . . He looked
and talked and acted like a man perfectly sane; and when he confidently assured me that if "feet" chimed with my aspirations, I
could have as many as I pleased by accepting a seat in his ambulance
from, Los Angeles to the Promised Land, cooks and teamsters and
vaqueros were all projected; and for military escorts he held the
documents in his hand. We would have a grand time; we would feast
and hunt and hold pow-wows with the Indians, and do up the whole
country even to the Moqui village. . . . Could flesh and blood stand
such a proposition as that? Here was a chance for locomotion on a
grand scale; and fortune smiled in the distance.
"Poston," said I, "consider me a partner. At 4 P.M. this memorable
day I'm on hand. Should the Apaches get my scalp, you, my venerable
friend, and you alone, are responsible to my family and mankind!"
Over to Oakland-a hurried explanation-a parting glance at the
pleasant homestead, the garden, the wife, and the little ones-ah me!
how often the same insatiable spirit of adventure has driven'me blindly
through·the same trying ordeal! Is there no help for it in this world?
Must a man when he has traveled for thirty years never more taste
the sweets of content, but keep drifting uneasily along till he drifts
into the final haven of rest?
There was no trouble about getting ready. A knapsack, as usual,
was my only baggage. . . . At 4 P.M. I stood upon the deck of the

or
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good steamer Sen~tor, fully equipped and prepared for th~ important
enterprise on hall.d. Poston was true to time."
,
From 1857 to ~ 1860 a large amount of capital was ~xpendedin
transporting and' erecting machinery and developing the silver mines
south of TU,cson:. . . When, after weary months of toil and suffering, the jaded teamsters arrived in Arizona with their precious freight
-n9w literally worth its weight in silver-they found no established
home, no prosperous communities or families, to greet them, bu~ a ~
country almost desolated by the ravages of the Apaches. No indu~~~ .
could prosper under their malign influence. . . . Nor was this all. The
most desperate class of renegades from Texas- and California found
Arizona a safe ¥ylum from arrest under the laws. The Vigilance Committee of San Francisco did more to populate 'the new Territory than
the silver mines. . . . The garrison at Tucson confined itself to its
legitimate business of getting drunk or doing nothing. . .. . .
TO LUCY, LOS ANGELES, DEC.

11,.1863

I would have written to you yesterday. but have been in a yery
unsettled- state of mind about my movements. The whole country,
around here is in a very bad condition. It -is infested with all sorts of
robbers and cut-throats. Besi.qes I have been suffering from my liver
and have been in very depressed spirits.
Everybody urges me to go, and says the trip will thoroughly set me
up. It is a struggl~ with me to start an such a long trip veeling as I
do, but the hope of clearing off my debt to the Govt. and doing something for myself and family, prompt me to hazard a great deal. The
military escort of 100 men,\ which w~ expected, stC;lrted for Fort Yuma
five or six days ago. We have an escort of six men; making with our
party about 13 altogether. I have ananged for Buck [Lucy's young
brotl~er] to go with us as CI~rk to the Superintende,nt [Poston] at $75
a month. So far as the journey is concerned, it is considered perfectly
safe with our escort. Therefore, make your mind <;asy on that point.
I will do my best to make money enough on this trip to payoff .
all my debts; anythipg, or any sacrifice, to pay up the mortgage.

OJ

,

,

THE APACHE COUNTRY

At Camp Drum. [near the town of San Pedro] we heard a good deal
about the lively condition 'of society in and around Los Angeles. . . .
Of course in these war times, when thousands of lives ar~ lost .every.
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day, the mere killing of a few citizens now and then must seem
ridiculously tame to people on the Atlantic side; I only speak of it as
a common characteristic of the country through which I was traveling. . . . On the day of starting the expedition stoo~ as follows:
Poston, commander-in-chief; myself, principal hunter and scribe; a
supernumerary "'friend [Buck] as general assistant; Jim Berry, cook;
and "George," the driver; with the addition of Ammi White and his
Pima Indians, and one Major Stick. . . .
Of our journey along the picturesque shores of the Laguna, and
through the beautiful but now barren valleys of Temecula, Warner's
Ranch, San Felipe, and Vallecito, I must necessarily make short work.
It was a continuep feast for the soul of an artist; but as I corne only
incidentally under that head, I cannot undertake to delineate it to
the exclusion of the more important objects of the expedition. . . '.
We laughed and ate arid slept and grew fat, day after day, till we
reached Caris 0, the last inhabited station on the road to the Desert.
Here was the jumping-off place.

*

*

*

. As we advanced into the desert each shifting scene developed
its peculiar beauties. . . . The climate in winter is indescribably delightful. ... There was a scene, on a pleasant morning as we sallied
forth on our journey from the Indian Wells, never to be forgotten. An
isolated mountain in the distance seemed at the first view to rise
abruptly out of a lake of silver, the shores of which were alive with
. water-fowl of brilliant and beautiful plumage. As we journeyed toward
-it the lake disappeared and the mountain changed to a frowning
fortress, symmetrical in all its parts-a perfect model of architectural
beauty. Still nearing it, the ramparts and battlements melted into a
dreamy haze, out of which gradually emerged a magnificent palace
with pillars, and cornices, and archways and a great dome, from which
arose a staff, surmounted by a glowing blue ball, encircled by a halo.
At the same time, another mountain on the right, distant many miles,
assumed equally strange and faritastic shapes; and when the ball rose
upon our palace, another ball answered the signal from the distant
mountain on the right; and then a grea.t railway opened up between
them, supported by innumerable piles, stretching many leagues over
the desert. So perfect was the illusion that we stopped in breathless
wonder, almost expecting to see a train of cars whirl along and vanish
in the warm glow of the horizon. This strange and beautiful display
\
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of the mirage has been witnessed by many travelers' on the Colorado
desert, who will attest that, so far from exaggeration, I have but faintly
pictured its wonders. Nothing of the kind that I have seen 'd~here
can compare with it in the variety and beauty of its illusions.....

:!/ .

TO LUCY, FORT YUMA, COLORADO RIVER, DEC~~2.6, 1863

Your' brief note dated D·~c. 6th was aIr~ady here when arrived; ;, :
and was a most wdcome surprise to me. ~ stated in my htst letter, I
felt rather under the weather, and up to the moment of startitig, had
very great doubts ,about .undertaking such a long aI1.G hazardous trip
in so uncertain a condition of. health, and with such g.:rem,ate prospect
of pecuniary compensation. The strongest motive of 'all was to render
such service to the government as would relieve me fr,gm' the debt due
for advan~es made by the Indian Department. ' , : ' l .
It is not so easy for me to leave my dear wife and ct1ildren now as
it used to be. People who fahcy I run off on thes~expecritions because
I like it, do not know th~' effort it costs me. I believe ml'attachment
to home-at least to my. family-is the very strongest feeling i~ my

t

na~:'reashed Cariso in e~hl- days from L~S Angeles. On the way ~ we

lived principaIly on wild a~s and- quail of which I kiIIed sufficient
for the carpp.
We ha~e a command of 100 cavalry here to accompany us to
Tucson, btht Poston wiIl no.t travel with them. He says 15 'men are
enough. I would prefer going with the main body. I frankly adIPit that
I have no ambition to encounter unnecessary hazards, Inor do I intend
to do it if I can help it. My life is ~orth something to those dependent
upon me.
THE APACHE·COUN'TRY

. Twelve days had passed since our departure from Los Angeles
[when we reached Fort Yuma] and .we were not slow to enjoy the
luxury of a bath and a change of raiment., ... As soon as we had re· '
freshed ourselves with the customary appliances of civilization at
frontier posts-lemonade, if you please-we sallied forth to enjo(.a
view of the fort and s.urrounding country from the opposite side of
the river.

\'

*

*

*

I was now on the borders of a region in which the wildest
romanCe was' strangely mingled with the most startling. reality.
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No longer was the narrative of the brave old adventurer, Francis Vasquez de Coronado, to be deemed mere romance, for truly the Indians
"had great sh "e of gold." Their precious bullets were already finding
their way down to the Pima villages and Fort Yuma-a fact that I
could not doubt, since I saw many of them myself. . . . At the store
of Messrs. Hooper and Hinton, in Arizona City, I saw masses of pure
gold as large as the palm of my hand br:onght in by some of these ad, venturers, who stated that certain Indians had assured them they
knew of places in the mountains where the surface of the ground was
covered with the same kind of ((heavy yellow stones."
... It is a matter of surprise that, under the influence of these
glowing reports, I began to look upon Arizona with distended eyes;
that a conviction possessed me that I was born under a lucky star,
however roughly the world had used me up to the present date! All
the trials and tribulations of past years; my early experience as a
whale-fisher; my public services as an Inspector of Customs, so ungratefully rewarded by a note of three lines; my claim agency at
Washoe, and the bankruptcy that resulted from my investments in 1he
Dead-Broke and Sorrowful Countenance, were but the prices paid
for that valuable experience which was now about to culminate in
discoveries that would electrify the world, and result in an effort on
my part to liquidate the public debt! When I walked out, on a plea
of exercise, I secretly picked up every conspicuous stone by the wayside, examined it carefully, and thought it contained indications; I
burrowed into gravel and sandbanks, and carried a hammer in my
pocket for .the purpose of knocking off croppings; I closely investigated
the general configuration of the earth; entered into negotiations with
my friend Poston, the original projector and principal owner of Arizona
City, for the purchase of a thousand water-lots. In fine, I laid all my
plans with such foresight and sagacity that the result astonishes me.

*~

*

*

. . . [The Pima Indians] have always proved themselves good
warriors, and have been uniformly successful in resisting the incursions of the Apaches. Their villages have' afforded the only protection ever given to American citizens in Arizona. If it were not for
the Pimas and Maricopas it would now be impossible to travel from
Fort Yuma to Tucson.
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At the Pimasillage Mr. Poston and myself organized a party .
to visit the Casa Grande, situated about twenty miles above, near the
Gila. . . . Little did I think, in parting from our kind friend M~.
Lennan', who had interested himself to make ' our 'visit to the Casa
Grande both agreeable arid profitable, that we were destined never
more to meet in this world. A brief narrative of his subsequent adventures and death will afford the reader a better idea of the present
condition of Arizona than anything I can say in the way of description.
About· the middle' of January, twenty-eight head of sto9k \yeJe
stolen from' the corra! of Messrs." Peoples and Dye, on the Antel~
Ranch . : . at .Gramte Cree'k 'SIxteen head were taken; and K!fIg
Woolsey lost thirty-three head of cattle from the Aqua Frio Rarrch.·
... A company was organized under the command of King Woolsey'
to follow the trail of the missing stock, and, if. possible, punish the
depredators, who were supposed to be Pinal Apaches. Twenty-eight
men, well-armed and' equipped, set out on this expedition. . . . They
were joined by a party of fourteeJ?- Maricop¥, under the chief Chivaria,
headed by our friend Cyrus Lennan, who had volunteered to join the
expedition. Stock had been stolen at the Maricopa Wells from ,Mr.
Rogers, who was -hauling up the Indian, goods. Also from the Maricopas. ; .'. As it subsequently appeared, this stock was stolen by Mr.
In- Roger's vaquero. I saw two of the mules p1yself in Tucson.
dians however were killed onge.neral principles... '. All joined and
traveled a day and night through El)dless Canyon. . . . They were
still on the trail of the missing animal$; stopped at what is now called
Bloody Tanks, anp having tr~v.eled all night Without eating, they built
up a fi~e for the' first t!~e· in daylight and set about cooking their
morning repast. As SQon as the fire blazed up, some -Indians answered
it by building another on top of a high mountain to the east. Not long
afterwards the Indians';discovered t1:Iemselves, and advahcirig toward
the camp began yelling and. making other hostil~ demonstrations as
if bantering the white men to come up and fight them. King Woolsey
sent up Tont~ Jack, an interpreter, to l~arn what they had to say, and
. at the same tim'e to tell them that it was not tlle wish of his party to
fight them; that he wanted them to come down and he would give
them some pinole. As a reason for this invitation it is alleged that nobody could tell whether the Indians were friends or enemies. Mr.:Dye
states that when they came clos~ enough to talk they were very bold in'
their manner, and said tauntingly: -"We are your enemies; we have

The
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stolen your horses and cattle; we have killed you whenever we could;
and will continue to kill you whenever we meet you. If you are not
squaws come on and fight us." After. a long talk and the profession of
peaceful intentions on the part of Woolsey and his command, the
Indians were finally persuaded to come into camp. Most of them laid
down their arms as directed; a few secreted their bows and arrows under
their serapes; and while they were talking, others, coming in one by
one, brought in the remaining arms along with them, till some thirty
or thirty-five were gathered in camp. Woolsey informed them, after
some talk, that he would give them a passport, informing all Americans
that they were good people, and requesting that they should all be
treated as friends, with which he said, they would be alright hereafter; nobody would molest them. . . . Par-a-muck-a, the chief, came
up and waving his hand with a haughty air, ordered Woolsey to
smooth a place on the sand for him to sit upon, that he was a great
chief and didn't choose to sit on rocks while talking. Woolsey, supressing his indignation, calmly folded up a red blanket and offered it
to the chief. Par-a-muck-a sullenly accepted the gift, and spreading it
upon the ground, sat down. . . . These were preliminaries of an
Arizoniall "treaty." Then Woolsey called up eight of the Maricopas
and stationed them on his left, informing them that they should assist
in signing the document.
The white men were drawn up on the right, and were instructed to
~ .be "on hand." These movements created a good deal of suspicion. The
strange Indians were evidently uneasy. For a moment there was a
death-like silence. Suddenly Woolsey drew his pistol, leveled it, and
shot Par-a-muck-a on the spot. This was the signal for the signing of
the treaty. Simultaneously the whole party commenced firing upon the
Indians; slaughtering them right and left ... [Lennan was killed]
. . . [and] the only other [white] person wounded was Tonto Jack,
who was shot in the neck with an arrow. . . . ' Of the whole number
[of Apaches] that came into the council, it is estimated that not over
five or six e~caped .
. . . The fight, if such it can be called, lasted seven or eight
minutes. The scene of this massacre has been appropriately named the
"Bloody Tanks."
[William Francis Butler in his "Far-out Rovings" (1880) writes
"In the Sierra Nevada, in California, I once had the good fortune to'
meet the late Mr. Ross Browne, for years a Government Indian Com-
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missioner. From him I learned the history of the origin of the ApacheWar, which has so long waged in the deserts of Arizona and New_
Mexico. 'When the first stage-coach line was put through,' said my
informant, 'the Indians were at peace with us. They watched, the
horses at the ranches, were emBloyed ip. the stables, and did the work
of the road cheerfully and well. All went smoothly for some time, until,
there came upon the line a certain Mr. King. This gentleman was not
at all pleased with the. peaceful manner in which the business was
proceeding. The Indians were doing the work cheaply. The stations
were supplied at ~mall cost, and no money could be made out otsuch
a set of inoffensive people.· King detennined to change all this, and to_
make the country fit for an American speculator to live! in. His mode
of procedure was very simple. Near the ranch on which he lived was
an old Mexican fort, the adobe bflttlements of which were weed-grown
and ruine8. Within the crumbling bastion there lay an old iron cannon, r,usting amid the nettles.' This forgotten piece of' Spanish dominion was the instrument by which King wa,s to effect the change
he wished for.
'He brought the gun out of the ruins, scraped the- mud from the
muzzle, cle;med the vent-hole and set off some loose powder to see all
was right within the bore. Then he placed the gun' in a nearby
thicket, with its muzzle just hidden within the brush. Down the:
muzzle he put the bag of gunpowder, ,_placed several handfuls of iead
bullets, 12 to the pound, ahead of the powder. When he had' completed tpe priming of the gun, he sighted it upon the center of a
l~ttle depression ip the grou~d that lay about 150 yards distant. Then,
to. keep the gun .in its place: he 'put a log across it. He then quickly
covered up his ordnance with a sheet and went his way. An hour later
he issued invitations among the Indians for a feast on the morrow. He
would kill three oxen; there would be three fires, at which the oxen
would be ro~sted, and there would be great feed and much jollity.1)1e
oxen were killed, the fires made, and the guests assembled. Abont
midday there were over 200 Apaches busily engaged in roasting meat
over the large fires. The fires were in a single line, in a slight hollow, '
the floor of which wclS level, ending at a small thicket 150 yards -distant. When the feast was at its height and the Indians were thickly
grouped around the fires, King quietly left! the crowd and went into
the thicket. ThEm came the roar of ·an explosion, and dead and
mangled Indians lay in the hollow. Nearly all of the 200 were killed.
The few survivors pointed to the thicket, and the iron cannon told
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the stpry. Of King there was no trace; he was already far away towards
th~ nearest fort. But from that day to this the Apaches have been
ceasel~ssly on the war-path.' "
This sounds like authentic J. Ross Browne but there is a discrepancy
in dates. Browne himself, writing in Apache Country, states that the
first stage-line was established in 1857. The Apaches had, of course,
been on the warpath against all settlers since long before that-the
Encyclopaedia Britannica says since 1822 after a period of peace from
approximately 1790. Perhaps this occurrence (if it is not pure folklore) was what triggered the resumption of hostilities later. '
Browne recounts the Woolsey incident with no further comment
than that implied by the caustic tone of his description of an Arizonan
"treaty." But it is evident that he considered the perfidy of the white
man towards the Indians no less shameful whether they were dealing
with the pitiful and helpless Digger Indians of California * or the
murderous and far from helpless Apaches.
.
It was not until 1871 that the U.S. Cavalry succeeded in subduing a
sufficient number of the scattered bands of Apaches so that they could
be rounded up and confined on reservations. But trouble resulted from
this tactic in Arizona as it had in California. When J. Ross Browne
wrote, as an ex-Special Agent of the government, t that Buel "was an
honest Indian Agent-the rarest work of God that I know of," he
summed up his opinion of the reservation system in general. It took
another fifteen years, until Geronimo, the last of the great Apache
chiefs, surrendered to General Nelson A. Miles in 1886, to bring this
hideous and long-lasting struggle to an end.]
THE APACHE COUNTRY

Sketching in Arizona is a rather ticklish pursuit. I shall not readily
forget my experience of the canyons and thickets, and the q'ueer feeling produced by the slightest sound that fell upon my ears as I hur. riedly committed the outlines to paper. It has been my fortune to
furnish the world with sketches of Madagascar, Zanzibar, Palestine,
the continent of Europe, Iceland, and some few other points, many' .
of which were achieved under circumstances of peculiar difficulty; but
I never before traveled through a country in which I was compelled
to pursue the fine arts with a revolver strapped around my body, a
* "The Indians of California," Harpers, 1861.
t "Reese River Country:' Harpers, 1868.
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dauble-barreled shot~gun lying across my knees, and half a dozen
soldiers armed with Sharpe's carbines keeping guard in the distance.
Even with all the safeguards of pistols:: and soldiers, I am free to admit that on oCcasions of this kind I frequently looked behind to see
how the country appeared in its. rear aspect. An artist with an arrow
in his back may be a very picturesque object to contemplate at one's
leisure; but I would rather 'draw him on paper than sit for the portrait
myself. A}l the way up from Fort Yuma I was beset ,hy these difficulties; and if any man of genius and enterprise thinks he can do better
under the circumstances, he is .welcome to try.
i
At Sacatone we had a grand pow-wow with the Pima chiefs. . . :
The Pima belles were in their glory. Plump and good-natured; their,
pretty eyes fringed around with black paint; their teeth shining in
pearly whiteness; their bosoms bare; their foqns of almost Grecian
symmetry and delicacy. Poston, with his enthusiastic appreciation of
bea!lty, wOl,lld have lost his balance completely had I not warned him
of the dangers that surrounded him; so that when severely pressed by. ,
the bevy of "Pima maidens for be~ds, calicoes, and the like, he usually
closed both his eyes and handed' out the presents at random. . '.'
.

./

.

TO LUCY, TUCSON, ARIZONA, JAN.

16, 1864

Weleft Fort Yuma on the 3ist of December. Most of the way up
the Gila River we had a military escort of 100 men, though often
separated froni them for a day or two at a time.
. I was quite sick for nearly a week, and would have turned back but
hated to give up what I had undertaken. By good fortune, I weathered
the storm at last and arrived at the Pi.ma villages, Indian Res€.IVation,
after about eight days of travel.
our arrival at Tucson, where we expected to meet the party of
11r. Butterworth who had gone down by the way of Guaymas,-and
who were desf med for' the same rh:ine~ (the Heintzleman, Aravaca,
etc.) the melancholy news 'reached us that they w~re attacked near
the mines and two of the number, Messrs. Mills and Stephens [traveling separately], were killed. The attack [on Mills and Stephens] was
made by a band of twelve t'o' fifteen Apache Indians. About six hours
afterwards, on the same day, the same band of Apaches attacked Mr.
Butterworth, who was on the road to Calabasas in his ambulance, at:',
tended by two Americans [Kiistel and Janin] and five Mexicans. The .;~
Mexicans, at ,the ·first show of hostility, ran away and then the driveL,
and other American, leaving Butterworth to stand the brunt of the'

On
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fight. Of course he could do nothing but get behind a tree and try
to defend his life. The Indians, however, satisfied with the plunder,
merely fired the grass and left him to his fate. After wandering about
alone for two days and nights he was picked up by a party of Mexicans, and is now supposed to be in Cerro Colorado, about sixty miles
from this place.
Poston and myself immediately determined to get an escort of
thirty soldiers and go in search of the scattered members of the party.
Kijstel and Janin have not yet been heard from, though they are
supposed to be safe. As this is an enterprise of considerable hazard,
I .determined to have an understanding before going any farther. I
told Poston that I had a large family. to support, and could not risk
my life_ without something certain in hand to provide for them in case
of misfortune. He has agreed to give me $5000 in cash (drafts) for
a year's services to the Mines; that is, to aid him for a few months in
Arizona and write up; the result on my return to San Francisco, which
I hope will be about ~he first of May. The compensation unfortunately
is in gre~nbacks, and will not realize over about $3,500 in gold. He
promises me, however, enough more in mining-stocks to make up
probably ten thousand dollars, and I have the chance of investments
in the Placer mines at Weaver's and \-Valker's diggings. In addition
to this, I shall receive pay for all my work for the Harpers and work
out the $1,000 due gov't., which will make altogether at least $10,000
for my visit to Arizona. It is a great risk I have undertaken, my dear
Lucy, and I may, like hundreds of others, fall a sacrifice to my sense
of duty; but I can only hope for the best.
Enclosed I send you originals of the drafts-one for $3,000 and one
for $2,000. What I have sent you, and what the block of ground will
realize, will at least relieve you from want. All this may seem cold and
calculating, my dear \wife, but it is necessary. We have our children
to look out for-most of them too young to provide for themselves.
I am well and hearty, and weigh ten pounds more than when I
started. ~ly beard has grown out in full. You would scarcely know
me, my health has improved so much.
All the work I have to do for the l\1injng Companies is to sketch
them and write them up in the newspapers for which I receive pay in
addition to the $5,000.
THE APACHE COUNTRY

. : . Tubac was first settled by the Americans in 1856, when my
friend Poston
. established it as his headquarters. . . . In 1858,
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'59 and '60, during which time.the mines [Santa Rita, Heintzleman or
Cerro Colorado] were iIi progress of development, Tubac might well
be regarded, as the headquarters of civilization in the Territory. ¥en
of refinement and education connected with the mines were here
occasionally assembled and even the fair sex ,was 'fell represented. The
gardens afforded a pleasant place of retreat iri summer, with their
shady groves of a'cacias and peach~ttees; and deep pools in the river,
overhungby.Willows, were cleared ,out ,and made into bathing-places,
in which' all who pleased might refresh themselves with a luxurious
bath. Poston used to sit in the water, like the Englishman in Hyperion,
and read the newspapers, by which 'means he kept his temper cool
amid the various disturping influences that surrounded him. . . .
I

.

.

~

[Charles Q. Poston, a native of Kentucky, must early have found
the settled eastern seaboard of the mid-nineteenth century too 'tame
to be interesting, and transferred his enthusiastic allegiance to Arizona. . . . At Tubac, by 18,6, he made over the· old Spanish, Presidio
into an establishment truly princely for its time and place. By Jantlaiy
of 1,857 (according to Frank G. Lockwood in Arizona Characters)
there were some one thousand souls living in and around the~ntr§ll
hacienda; and the number of guests, invited and uninvited, were un..
counted. Poston wrote, "We had no law but love, and no occupation -.
but labor. No government, no taxes, no piiblic debt, no politics. It
was a community in a perfect state of n~ture." Here Poston happily
reigned for the few years of its existence, not only as genial and openhanded host, but in various other capacities (granted him as syndic
under the government of New Mexico) one of which pern~itted him
to perform the rites of marriage. Legal this might be, but it was nevertheless decreed no true marriage by Father Mashboeuf, apostolic
delegate of Bishop Lamy o~ ~anta Fe, and much consternation was
caused in the community ,uiitil Poston prevailed upon the fatheF to
"give ,the sanction of the ChlJi'chand legitimatize the little Carloses
and Carlottas with holy water." Ldckwood writes, "The company
table groaned :vith plenty, a@I. Poston took an Epicurean .delight in
his vintages, his egg-nogs, his scotch, and his mescal. . . . TI;1e first
Christmas 'that Poston spent at Tubac was observed with almost
baronial splendor; . : . For a whole week there was music, d~ncing
and wassail. In order that the'g\lests might be certain that there was
plenty in store, a doz~n fat wif(Lturkeys were d,ressed and hung up
in plain sight in ~he great-dining:hall." But in 1861 when the federal
,
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troops were withdrawn, Poston (having heard of the murder of his
brother who was in charge of the Heintzleman Mine), in common
with -practically every other white settler of whatever kind in Arizona,
was forced to flee before the Apaches and Sonorans and barely
escaped with his life.]
TO LUCY, IMORIS, SONORA, MEXICO.

25 MILES FROM MAGDALENA,

JAN.

25, 1864

I send this by private express to San Ignatio, in the hope that it will
reach that point in time for the Guaymas express, which leaves Magdalena this evening at 5 o'clock. It is a mere chance if it reaches
Guaymas in time for the next steamer for San Francisco, and in case
it should not, another month must elapse before you receive it.
We left Tucson on Tuesday the 19th. Since then we have been
traveling constantly in search of the Butterworth party, of whom we
heard conflicting news. The last and only reliable information is, that
they passed through this place about ten days ago on their way back
to Guaymas.
Sometimes I go out hunting, but there is too much danger of
Apaches to go very far from camp. The whole country is desolated
by them. Houses are left vacant, and crumbling to ruins for hundreds
of miles by the wayside. We travel for days without seeing a living
soul save ourselves. Even cattle are no longer to be seen. The roadside is literally marked by the graves of white men killed by these
cowardly assassins. They have ravaged this entire region, and now it is
entirely uncultivated and without inhabitants. Still I have no fear of
them, so long as we hold together. Our escort numbers thirty good
and reliable men-quite sufficient to rout any number they are likely
to bring against us.
I have nearly worked out my indebtedness to the Interior Department, and will do so entirely before starting for home. In fact, if
things go weB, it will be a very fortunate trip for me in all respects.
You must be cheerful, therefore, my dear Lucy, and always hope for
the best.
Good bye for tonight. I sit writing in a deserted room in a deserted
town, but I am comparatively happy in having something hopeful to
write to you.

\
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19,1864

I have, just returned'to this point with my party, after ayery interesting and adventurous journey of thirty days through th~ silver regions
of Arizona and Northern SQnora.
t ,must come to the subject now that lies nearest my heart-your
letters dated the 13th and 20th pf January, which I received last night
about ten o'dock while wearily wending my way on foot across the
desert of the Papagoria. A strange place, youmay well imagine, to receive letters from home; and yet just In the middle of that dreary
desert, ':Vhere all aroqnd was a sandy waste, ~nd only the moon and
stars to light us on our way, those words from my dear wife thatwrung
my heart with pain, reached me. I read of 'your illness and have been
sick at heart ever since. It seems ,now almost that the distance between'
us is interminable, but this is only a momentary thought, for nothing
on earth is interminable, save the power of God, which is without
limit.
'
[We had] struck out across the desert for San Xavier [and] ,with
the exception of three hours, we had been traveling constantly from
daylight till 10 o'clock at night. As the nights are rather cool at this
season,. I was traveling on foot ,to keep warm, whe~hree horsemen
came ndmg up. It was moonlIght and I saw that onf of them was an
American. He imm~diately recognized my voice when I hailed him,
and said he had some letters for me. We had traveled together do~:,n
to Sonora and part of the way back. When t got the letters and saw'
they were from my dear wife, I tried to read them by the dim light of /
the moon and stars'. The ambulance and escort went on and there I
was for nearly an hour stopping and staggering along over the rough
ground. The only words I could catch at were llDr. Davis" ,Hvery kind"
and Hwhen I was sick." Had J consulted my own wishes, I wo':!ld have
called a halt and lighted a fire; but.J had to go on with the party. We
came to a halt at last and there, my dear Lucy, by a little fire hastily
struck on the desert, I read the distressing news of your illness and
suffering.
It was doubly distressing from the (ear that my "letters from Los
Angeles, written' under great physical and niental depression, might,
have been the chief cause. I need~ scarcely tell, you, IJ'l:y dear wife, how
sad a J).ight it was for me. But, thank God, you have passed through
the ordeal, and I,try to persuade myself that by this time you are quite
restored to health. Since I cannot go to, you, just yet, without sacrific-

.>
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ing all I have undertaken for your comfort and welfare and that of our
dear children, I try to look upon the bright side. I know how much we
have to be ~hankful for and hope I am not ungrateful for all the blessin~ we enj~y. Since I commenced this letter my gloom has passed
away and you may rest easy about it. I shall keep in good spirits all
the rest of my journey, chiefly because it will be towards home.
With such troubles as you have had, dearest Lucy, it seems selfish
to say anything of my own; but since I always tell you everything, I
cannot cortceal that things have not gone pleasantly with me. Never
since I first set out to travel, over twenty years ago, have my patience,
philosophy, and sense of duty been so sorely tried. As it all amounts
to nothing, however, and has done me no injury, because I have
strictly adhered to the right and borne all that many a better Christian could bear, I shall not trouble you with details. Suffice it to say
that I have well earned the money I received-if the drafts are paid;
and, if not, have paid a heavy price for my experience.
THE APACHE COUNTRY

. During the night [while camped at the Calabasas] we were
visited by a detachment of the common enemy, evidently on a tour
of observation. Next morning their tracks were visible in the road near
the river. ... Had the command been less vigilant we would doubtless have made the remainder of our tour on foot, as many a command
has already done in this country. . . . But I suppose in war-time,
when men are slain every day by thousands, such incidents must appear very tame and commonplace. A few years ago I would have regarded my tour through Arizona as something of an achievement.
Now I write'the details with a humiliating consciousness that they
are scarcely worthy of record, except as pictures of everyday life in a
country but little known.

Hunting, bathing, eating, drinking, and sleeping formed the
routine of our camp life. For the first time in my life I grew fat, but
like a hare lost it all again in about three days. . . . It was all easy
holiday life, with just adventure and danger enough to give it zest. I
had some notion of giving up civilization altogether myself, and devoting the remainder of my days to hunting Indians in Arizona.

..

*

,
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We arrived at Magdalena [Sonora] -without a fight, funeral, wedding, or casualty of any kind, and were hospitably ,received by Don
Francisco Gonzales Torrano. . . . A good room with a bedstead, and
the still rarer luxury of a wash-basin, was kindly allotted to' the princ;:ipals of the party. . _. . Some scented soap and a bottle of rose~
water, also furnished by our generous host, brought on a spell of
sentiment that threatened for a 'time to unfit me for the ordinary
duties of life. . . .
*'

*-

- *

.:

~1r.

Yerkes [at the-San Antonio Mining company] gave us the
only detailed and reliable account we had yet received of the assassination by the Apaches of Mr. J. B. Mills and Mr. Edwin Stevens.
At an early hour on the morning of the 29th of December, while
Mr. Yerk~s was preparing break{ast in his cabin, Mi. Mills and Mr.
Stevens· rode up and stopped on their way from Santa Cruz to the
~10wry Mine. . . . Both were in excellent spirits, and full of life and
hope. After staying about an hour they mounted their horses and rode
off towafd the canyon. This was the last Mr. Yerkes ever saw of them
alive. A short time after two Mexican boys came running in, breathless and panic-stricken, stating that while on the way over to the mine,
a little beyond the entrance into the canyon" they saw on the top of
the ridge, which they had taken to for safetyJ a large 'number of fresh
Apache "tracks, forming a trail into the cadyon. They immediately
turned back, but bad not proceeded far when they saw two Americans
on horseback rapidly enter the canyon. Suspecting that an ambush was'
prepared in advance, they shouted, "Apaches! Los Apaches!" but.
owing to the distance or noise of the horses' hoofs, failed to make
themselves heard. They then w~ited a while till t~ey heard the firing of ,
many guns in rapid succession,\ by which they knew that the Indians
had attacked the two horsemen. Mr. Yerkes and three American
employees at his house immediately seized their guns and rode out to
the canyon. It was qu'ite silent. The bodies of the two young men lay
by the road-side~ naked and disfigured with wounds. Arrows were
scattered around them, and many were found sticking in their bodies.
,

*

*

,- -.

r

.t:.

'~":>

A month had just elapsed when we visite<;l' the spot. Mr. Yerkes'
accompanied us" and pointed out each scene of the disaster. Abundant
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signs of the struggle were still visible. We picked up broken arrows
which had been pulled out of the bodies, some of them still bearing
the marks of blood.
.
... It is characteristic of life in Arizona that both of these young
men were wen acquainted with the dangers of the country. Stevens
had served on the Overland Mail route,and was universally esteemed
as a brave, sagacious and intelligent man. Mills had lived and traveled
in Arizona for several years, and had seen many tragic examples of
the cunning and cruelty of these Indians; but like all who have lost
their lives in a similar manner, had become accustomed to such scenes.
Men of this kind are apt to rely upon their courage and fire-arms;
when it is a 'noted fact that in most cases they were murdered without a chance of defense.
. . . I visited the burial-place' of these young men at the Mowry
tvlines. On the rise of a hill overlooking, the valley of the Hacienda
. . . lie the remains of seventeen white men. Fifteen of the number
are the victims of violence.

*

/*

*

Continuing our journey, we reached by noon the ranch of the
Calabas~,s [and] at an early hour in. the afternoon we reached our
former headquarters at Tubac. It was a glorious sight to see the flag
of our Union still floating from' the old tower upon which we had
raised it on the day of departure for Sonora.

*

*

*

No tidings of our wagon, which we had dispatched to Tucson for
provisiohS and forage, having been received, up to the morning of
the sixth day, we resolved to leave Tubac and proceed on our journey
toward Sopori and the mines of the Cerro Colorado. . . . We soon
had the pleasure of meeting the wagon and escort, by which we
anxiously expected food both for body and mind. Only those who have
been, as we were, nearly two months without a word of news from
home, can appreciate . . : our disappointment when we found that
we had neither news nor newspapers of a later date than that of our
. departure from Tucson- . . . nothing that threw the least light upon
the progress of the war. For all the information we had, we might as
well have been in Timbuctoo or China. I could not but marvel that
there existed within the limits of the United States a spot so completely isolated from the civilized world. Military expresses are all that
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now serve the purposes of communication in Arizoha. " At this
moment Arizona is, practically, more distant fro~ San Francisco and
New York than either of these cities is from 'China or Norway. I
made the trip from Germany to Iceland and back much more easily,
and with much less expense and loss of time, than from San Francisco
to Sonora and back.
.'

*

*.

',l:. ,

*

Poston and myself,.be'ing a few miles ahead of the escort" [en route
to Cahuabia and Papagor.ia], availed ourselves of the chance to go up ,
the Canyon alone in se:;lrch of water, thinking we might see a deer on
the way. I saw two, and shot one of them'; but it did not stop on that
account. The tr~'l was marked by Apache tracks apparently only a few
days old. It was I ossible they were even then looking out for us.. . . .
I must confess I.,·cpt'a pretty sharp eye on the brush thickets and rocky
fortresses that lihcd the side of the canyon. Poston seemed rather to
..Icnjoy the phlspdctof losing his li~e than otherwise. . . . This thing.
of being shL ;hrough the body with rifle-balls and arrows, impaled
with l~pcc~:h '.hung by the heels with a slow fire under one's head
may be all vcry wcll as an adventure, but I am willing to let other
peoplc<cnjoy an thc reputation that mayattach to it.
TO LUCY, SAN XAVIER DEL BAC, ARIZONA; FEB.

19, 1864

Our provisions and forage being nearly exhausted on the return of
our party ·to Tubac, we sent a wagon with.a portion of our escort
down to Tucson for fresh supplies. Another detachment of the escort,
consisting of ten men and the Lieutenapt, were then detailed to accompany us to the Mines of Santa Rit~ and Sonorita, distant some
twelve to fifteen. miles. I must first explain to you that there is not
a single white inhabitant at any of the places I mention within the
limits of Southern Arizona. The whole country is a perfect scene of
desolation, nothing but .ruins and graves to mark the wa,y. During a
journey of several hundred miles, we have· not seen a single inhabited
house since leaving Tucson, ;except in Sonora, and at the Papagoria
Mines. The entire circuit made .during our explorations was through
the very midst of the haunts and highways of the Apaches; yet strange
to say, they did not show tpemselveson anyone. occasion', although.:
they doubtless watched us closely. {"went on foot over the Santa Rita
mountains, vjsiting all tile mines and making sketches of them. Poston
and five men were with me. It was a pretty trying business, but I
think we did our duty faithfully.

~

.

,

.
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And now, dear Lucy, about my return. So far I have accomplished
all I hoped-worked out my debt to the Department and received in
cash $5,000 (currency). This with what I hope to gather on the way
home. will amply repay me for the trip, and for all save your illness. ~
And now I must tell 'a little story to Mitch [their youngest son].
\Vhich story is as follows: At th~ Pima Villages a few months ago, the
Pimas went out on an expedition against the Tonto Apaches. They
killed several and brought back a .little girl as a prisoner. I got ~1r.
White, the Indian agent there, to buy this little girl for me. I believe (
he gave a pair of blankets for her. She looks like a little scared antelope.
When they brought her to the house and 1 went to look at her face,
she dodged behind benches and things and stuck her head down in a
corner of the room. She is to be sent down to Los Angeles the first
opportunity, care of Mrs. Kate Mix, and shipped to San Francisco
and Oakland. If Mitch takes a 'fancy to her on her arrival he may
possibly persuade her to marry him. She is about eight years of age,
not quite as ugly as Sally [their Digger Indian servant], but a good deal
sharper. 1 think she would make a brilliant house-servant, and perhaps
might be tamed so as to eat her meat cooked and not devour the
children. [The little Apache girl-whom they called Lupe-arrived
safely at Oakland where she was taken to the Browne household and
remained with them for many years. ]
Buck returned to Tucson from Tubac. He was very summarily dis- .
charged, and left entirely without means. He had received no notice
of it whatever, not even a hint, and I considered his dismissal a very
ungenerous and unfeeling act, but was compelled to bear with it rather
than come to a rupture which might cost me the loss of all my labor
while here. I will tell you more about it. when I see you. Buck was not
to blame. If it had not been for me, he would have taken pretty summary satisfaction- (you know his grit) -but I persuaded him to let
the matter pass, which he very generously did for my sake. I gave him
all the money I had-ten dollars.
I have worked very hard writing letters to the New Yark Times and
the San" Francisco Bulletin during the past two weeks-( over twenty
columns) .
TO LUCY, PIMA VILLAGES, ARIZONA, MARCH

10, 1864

I left Tucson, with my party, the day before yesterday, and am now
at the Indian Agency of the Pimas. The distance is ninety miles, most
of which I rode on ~lOrseback. Having been deprived of our escort by
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the military, who have quarreled with
we were olliged to·
engage the services of six Papago Indians, a Mexican, an American
and a jackass, with which formidable escort we took our dep~rture
from Tucson.
TO LUCY, PIMA VILLAGES, ARI~ONA, MARCH

14, 186{
j

I send this by a gentleman named Allen, who starts for. Fort Yuma
tomorrow or next day. Poston and myself, with an escort of·~ eight
Papago Indians arrived at this place a few days ago. Our intention
was to start immediately north for the gold-diggings and Fort WhIpple, where the Governor and 7xecutive officers are stopping... News _
came by express th,t the Indians had banded together in large, numbers and had already commenced a war of extermination against the
few whites living in that vicinity. We have now no military escort at
all, 'and are left entirely on ~ur own resources. Poston must see the
Governor, as he is a candidate for delegate to Congress, and would
lose all chance if he did not go to Fort Whipple. [Poston was elected
delegate to Congress in Jlily .1864.] The case is very different with mb;
I have a large family and no interest in the Territory, and I am efCtremely reluctant to incur any unnecessary risks. I consider it, a very
dartgerous trip at this time. Poston had already made arrangements
for an escort of 25 Maricopa Indians before the news reached us; and
he thinks they will be quite sufficient to carry us to some point where ,~
we are likely to meet reinforcements. But I have no faith ·in IndiaJil #"
escorts of this kind, and do not feel that it is encumbent u on me t~
engage in a war against the Apaches, when there are
ary 0 es ih
the Territory lying idle at their posts. Still, I disli
0 back out of he
proposed trip now, having gone so far. I think, owever, the highest
duty lowe, next to that which lowe to my M ker, is to my family;
and I shall, if possible,' try to get to Fort Yuma aQI Mr. Allen. If I
do not succeed-for I have neither money nor animals nor any means
of conveyance, I may be compelled to risk the .Fort Whipple route.
In that event, I can only rely upon the same kind Providence which
has befriended me up to this time.
TO ~UCY, FORT YUMA, ARIZONA, MARCH

..'

29,1864

I left ,p'oston] at the Pima Villages. I arrived here five or six days
ago, and leave today with a Mr. Ame~, Expressman, for Los Angeles.
We go together in a buggy. The route is somewhat lonesome for two,
but I do not apprehend any trouble. '
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Jaeger, owner of the Pecacho Mine, has agreed to pay me
some sketches of his mine, which I took while down there.

$500

for

THE APACHE COUNTRY

No country that I have yet visited presents so many striking
anomalies as Arizona. With millions of acres of the finest arable lands,
there was not, at the time of bur visit a single farm under cultivation
in the Territory; with the richest gold and silver mines, paper money
is the common currency; with forts innumerable there is scarcely
any protection to life and property. . . . There a!e Indians the most
docile in North America, yet travelers are murdered daily by Indians
the most barbarous on earth. The Mexicans have driven the Papagoes
\ from their southern homes, and now seek protection from the Apaches
in the Pap~go villages. Fifteen hundred Apache warriors, the most
cowardly of the Indian tribes in Arizona, beaten in every fight by the,
Pimas, Maricopas, and Papagoes, keep these and all other Indians
closed up as in a corral; and the same Apaches have desolated a country inhabited by 120,000 Mexicans. Mines without miners and forts
without soldiers are common. Politicians without policy, traders without trade, storekeepers without stores, teamsters without teams, and
all without means, form the mass of the white population. But here
let me end, for I find myself\7erging on the proverbs.
Lina Fergusson Browne is related to J. Ross Browne by marriage. Her
husband, Spencer C. Brown, Jr., was the only son of J. Ross Browne's first
son, Spencer Cochrane Browne. The material presented here is extracted
. from a biography of J. Ross Browne which she is preparing from Browne's
private papers and published works. A native of Albuquerque, Lina Browne
is the sister of the late Erna Fergusson, the well-known Southwestern
author., Mrs. Browne attended George Washington University and received a.B.A. from the University of New Mexico. She lives in Berkeley,
and has writ~en the introduction to Muleback to the Convention, published by the Book Club of California in 1950.
~
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